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I shall look upon it as an act of friendship, that you will accompany hope of being enabled to discover st \ , 
° = = i ps lil @ Tpal } v Uiscove wo omvetery evertiiciess 
ORIGIN: SKETCHES FROM THE FRENCH , “ 
RIGINAL SKE HES FROM . ws * me in the painful pilgrimage I am about undertaking searching more carefully | discovered some fragments. and some 
a We called a coach, and SLOP pe d before the yg irden-gate of a small letters unmjyured There were ouly two bh sd-writiigs, tha of 
LOVE AND DEATH. but elegant mansion, surrounded by high walls. M.de Courtois Augusta and a gentlema 
sins tegen cal ceatiieenn Di tei Meiers rang, and the door was opened by an old female domestick, whose Phe first letter | opened was in an unknown hand. and was to this 
be a fearful and a fatal thing.” red eyelids showed that she had been crying. She held anuntinshed — etlect 
: 2 black bonnet im her hand, which she put on as soon as she saw us, My A s w s ' 
A FEW years ago, | left my apartments one new-vear's morning, : aaah Sioa 
and, without speaking a word, ushered us into the house : . 
to make some purchases of presents suitable to the season, and | aa ‘ F ‘ een ' 
: : : Phere is none of us, 1] would venture to say, who has not learned Why s ‘ ‘ 
know not how it was, but my spirits were more than usually gay neces shle w i Ww) 
: by melancholy experience what a sombre shade surrounds that . ‘ y 
everything appeared to me witha radiant aspect, and the future ms : A dhe ‘ ‘ iw ' ad nee 
A P dwell from which a corpse has but recently been removed \ ¥ i “ ' od 
beamed brightly with the couleur de rose imaginings of confident . . 
void ts pe reeptible, which ali the carnest wi es Ol the survivers ca t j ersta 
anticipation _* . ‘ A i’ Vou 
aie . , not fill Each spot seems to recall the idea of t t person who « -" t 
The cheerful sun rose serenely in the heavens, and the roads and es \ You 
‘ never more retul We still seem t war the d 1 heavy tread ' ‘ 
paths were as dry as in spring, so I made up my mind to take a long 
. of the four men supporting the weight of their lifeless burde: rl “ . " ‘ 
and solitary ramble, that no awkward or disagreeable rencounter : ‘ ‘ K I ‘ 
, one can almost guess, on entering the Ouse vie ‘ it is dea “ 
might, in the very moment of their birth, put to flight the agrecable , 
or merely absence, which makes OOR 8 ely ‘ ™ ‘ , 
impressions in which I revelled, and recall me back to the sad rea 
. , We entered a litte parlour on the gro . ers we s) \ 
ties of life. I be my steps tothe Avenue de Marigny, a spacious , . . 
ae , , 7 closed, it was dark, and a sepulchral da ess eres e Whe 
and lovely vista, near my residence, along which I strolled ghitly ‘ 
2 the windows were ed the disorder of the room showed that 
and gayly, while my buoyant feelings would have burst forth mto 
a was in the state in which it was left by poor A sts It was ‘ 
song, had I dared to give way to them Certamly, if any one had _ , —_ a . i 
- that she felt the first attack of the malady, underw * sank ‘ ‘ ‘ 
accoste d me at that moment, and said, * You are not hap} v. l . : _— ; ; _ 
: / twelve s We pres rved a me nt sile ‘ shich was . 
should have been tempted to reply—* Tis false Ml ; . 
. ter ted by old " erit s { j “ 
I had already lett cund mea cons rable portion of the kly = 
x ture s been of est service to A . . 
sian Fields, when | noticed the old Chevalher de Courtors, who had . A 
treat 5% er to separate f i 
been my intimate friend as long as I could remember. He was t . 
, vores 1) egal proceedings A . ew 
person of my acqua ince Who was ever the most welcome 
: ‘ avery , ce dl Ma ‘ 
yet, on this occasion, | would gladly have avoided even n It 
s i vy toevery \ ‘ 
must have been presse 1 t; lor he came to destroy y 
“ui & coords iws t " tie | ‘ ‘ 
gavety—to puttot 4 movant cheerfulness satished w ‘ 
’ _ ’ the a i ed cre ” Was a.“ \ 
present, cradied inthe tl y and aimost tangible visions of hope, 4 
: . . . 2 There ts ew ‘ V ‘ ‘ ‘ I 
on which my faney floated so securely! As he approached 1 yx . " . . i 
ceived that he was dress« ideep mourning ; his ever-smilimng and 
} } ' it if was ‘ ow s h | 
dbenignant teat s were sha ved DV adeep melancholy ! ‘ 
, } } " ‘ ch ‘ ter st ! ‘ 
a gentieman of the school, and a scrupulous observe ‘ 
t t ' t son ow ve shock n it 
minutest points of et iette, Which © present generation s 
t s 4 ; ‘ t lhe * i 
rogated ever the case of the lac s did not even take ! . . to l , j 
' s . sly t I could ‘ ‘ 
hat when I saluted tim ] saw tl some serious distress lay hea » , - 
; t t si ay a ! ‘ } ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ 
vily n him | 
' , l she aay te ¥e | Ml , 
** What is the matter, my dear sir ] quired, alter tak t , “ t 
it s ‘ ‘ ent 
hand which he held out to me 7 ‘ . . ( 
. very sorrow! ory we ‘ 
He looked at me without replying and | saw that s eves were \ : ‘ 
] ol t Madam Sly ss of w 
filled with tears It us a distressing sight, when an old man gives ‘ sm V ka ‘ 
' which vou see she drank but half. we s & 
way to tears for that grief! must be very intense which can pour E 
, b cal " bedroom coor Iwo hours afterward she ny | ! 1 
them down those furrowed cheeks which have served as the chan 
: R ' dressed. with her falline about 5. Here ae : 
nels of so many floods of anguish’ My heart throbbed violently. ‘ . 2 ; , | 1 
. , Opn ands “v Af hurricdiyv t ‘ tro sit ‘ ands ‘ 
and I anxiously renewed my inquiry an i oa : ' 
: , on her bos | vy now and t s ered che ‘ \ 
*] am now returning from a funeral,”’ slowly articulated M. de ee. , : Pan eee ee : | 
Courtoia tit w a soo e ove ] saw ft sie Was Very ‘ ‘ \ 
wanted to go , oe ¢ she steppe i wiki tonnnn ton ‘ 
* Who ean the person be whose death has agitated you so | ‘ ‘ 
, : : ‘ tended and s ead, savy {vo vent mv dy I si \ ‘ 
thought that you had no relatives surviving we 
- Loy or) ite vou si ve te ! on eto. tot < . 
* That is a painful truth; but I had a godchild——" and he was . ali. y . : ‘ ‘ 
though if was ne v maids t Wi ‘ ‘ ound r ! ‘ 
again de eply atlecied. ug ! nidnigh it | ca ack I vod her : 
. a spcechless, and ly r across | ved Ther ( ‘ locto t ; 
“Ts it possible, that the lovely Madame de Velnas can be dead ' cechless, and lying across her | Phen Tcalled a do 7 
| \\ . : 
m esa lhe cou lo would be useles t asritatio ‘ \ 
«Why, my dear sir, it is only a fortnight since I met her on this very Khe ‘ uss : , — - : “ 
\ , s ‘ vod to | that a vess d st dt as Ss on 
spot, in perfect health, with her fresh and smiling cheeks ' sale — 2 loom ne cre was no \ i ‘ 
. , sible rene t davliwht si breathe r last s ! 
“Yes, poor girl—she died suddenly of an aneurism of the heart, rew \ Vig ‘ ‘ ny i : . 
’ She looked s« ] beautiful y woul \ ough ew 
according to the doctors ; but of a broken one, as I believe, altho ceinncs phepass ne sige Poor A lf t} 
sa sleep. § 7 eed a an 4 alae aie ot ‘ etter tis, per 
she never made ime her confidant Poor child! she was more oes oar © ed me, tor she threw ag haps, t " ft j In f l , 
} | } ( s fecl th ot wher dea 1 stiflenes — ece i ‘ ot dis 
than a daughter to me. WhenT thought of her, I never feared ""** I as 2 a : cover a , . P R ‘ 
" ; til led : . . . y . » . 
death, because I knew that my fortune would be hers, and that a ments and rr sia , : iM \ 
kind and tender heart would never think of me but with fondness Here poor nurse burst into tears. When she had ret M amshied ann 'te { Ta to her ‘ 
a aad : ol n a separate 
and affection. I little thought that I should be my poor Augusta's @& (@urtols noticed a letter-ease, and handed it to me eaf. 1 fa 
executor.” I confide it to ve he observed you will please to examine ‘ 
While speaking, M. de Courtois had put my arm under his; and, and make me a¢ dinted with its contents know vou wellenough — tfie able t 
‘ ‘ 
without noticing it, we were retracing the route I had already come o rely upon vour discretion respecting the faults or errours which ay ' , 
At anv other time, the death of Madame de Velnas would have dis woman's weak heart may have fallen mto f . ‘aa odes. 
tressed me, as we cannot he Ip regretting the premature decease of It was six in the evenmg when | regained my chamber, and | ‘ : a 
a young and charming person with whom we have been intimate aced a mv table the de posit that had been entrusted to me b ga l ' j k > 
un ‘ ' ‘ we 
but in the then state of my feelings, which were attuned to ecstasy, slich the death of the owner had made an olyject of awe and * Love uM k ‘ all he ¢ 
: ! , 
the news made me quite unhappy ; it see med almost s ipernatural, =p The ev s of the dav all rose aga wlore Mv imagina ' : a : 
and my fancy connected it with superstitious forebodings t | me out in the morning, gav and light-hearted, to | s wi 
We had reached the Barriere de |’ Etoile, and neither M. de Cour- — cha- st sand trifles in which women take pleasure ; I] re I] observed two ¢ li s, folded but not sealed, among a 
tois nor myself had renews d the conversation We were both t gw me the secret of a lile, and a secret so aw! € of at va edt gihits It was evident, th at, 
absorbed by our pecuhar and mournful reflections. <A little boy, 1 sioned death! In that little letter-case were enclosed after hav written thes ‘ irl had been restrained from 
who pulled mv dress, and asked for « harity, recalled me to the sad allt ! i gv heart, and the expression ol its sorrows st em tv two tee toa woman: shame tavow 
realities of this life, while I was lost in thought upon that awaken- | sorrows at w <0 inv persons laugh, because they have no sou ga misplaced he t of e1 y to 
ing of the soul which awaits us in another De ing thus conscious to feel t could not understand them. It was witha serious!) put practice a decisive, but pa | resolutior One of them was 
of my retrograde movement, I asked M. de Courtois where we | and almost a religious emotion, that | opened the little box There addressed to Eugene ; the oth re no direction, and was to this 
were going! Was nothing t letters within It was evident that they had been ete 
** To Passy,” he replied, “* where my poor child died. And, since hurriedly disarranged ; portions of papers were torn off ; and, from ,) ‘ ' ¢ 1 { i me very sad t you 
> , ’ : ‘ ht, | ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ ed 
Providence has willed that I should meet you on this day of sorrow, the unfinished and disorded state of most of them, I had but little | | aa inaliain ir / ; 
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nider the | 





ture at the sweet delight oecasioned by the return of my imagimary loved 
one. Hut the reality is more fatal than ail these dreams of the heart, and 
you now find me crushed by destiny, tsolated, and alone Your letter 
brought back to memory all the freshness and sottness of my early days 


and, when | feel the chang 











s converted Into a deep ar dark mourmng, which is indelibly tm- 
ed upon my heart. Listen, Lou gene is my love that E 
wi ' i ht so han ne Eugene, the man of honour an 
iu “ « praises were chor by every mother, and with reas 
‘ t sate wequ ‘ vith lum after your departure He 
/ with one wl Was | il of spect and attention during 
i Jhen | was i i tt etirement trom society It was a ple 
to me t en to him, at u ‘1 ts soother whe hew 
t a imy dream of true love i which | embarked and rille 
e existence, W e le ‘ ed a tew years ! t to have 
distrust he warmth of t ‘ ns it | Was powe ‘ 
sent ‘ j erpowere i ‘ i ent; and lwa bute 
tol | we, a the charn ‘ ersation, that lw miastere 
the ‘ I never ta ‘ i isi i ente ‘ 
der t e;1 I Wits |} happy mt t 1 
fice ' vost It was ile ft ! | " rive tt 
nan \ im Thea ‘ ed miyse ‘ , Was le rl ble of ane 
d j i Int tenmipe ent & Was notl u ‘ i se P 
é wn e happiness of b ‘ e never erfered f ' 
Ss ‘ ! wonest motte i ‘ ri e hime 
plea clet My mela etime | che t 
h Lipset 4 thinkin that n e Was not ¢ t 
eno l j itta ent \ 
I perce . , . he th t that 
t hi 11 ‘ il toexpect ! ‘ rider un cherment 
tion, | t edi + powe i i ete 
‘ ng t i ! ed te ‘ 
he d { he e ot those v i ose ‘ t 
“ " er lee has | I ene Was a man ot 
but me lie ‘ i, a ‘ t ‘ 
able \ ‘ ile ‘ I saw ! 
deman i e tha al bie ke j shat 
it Was wot tn his nature t i, | i know i 
never experien y ( ' t ‘ fated heartle 
bile t ‘ ‘ vil ‘ te t ' etw 
reserve i return. 4 t t ‘ 
yielded t I | t ad | ‘ 
have unde ‘yj ate i \ ima ‘ 
me j ‘ Ihe ’ ‘ 
a3 , , . pa ' ) 
reth 1 wa ‘ | ‘ i we Tl ‘ 
have ‘ t ! r 
mn W I Ire 
it \ I 
a ! ‘ 
Li i i ‘ } 
on { 
a) ] ’ ‘ | How 
ha ' 
SA t ‘ 
Ha wil i \ ‘ 
ot Iw 
for 1 ‘ 
wou | ! | 
Thitrse 
reu 
1 ‘ ! 
! 
I 
nw l | 
out 


’ Ty ’ 

as | 

Fi i ’ 
] \ 
| 

| 

m \ 
t ' 

| . | 
yout \ 
itn 1 | 
SUP pose | | ‘ ‘ " 
hea “ " 

“| ’ | 
m 1) ' 
Ww i | 
1 ea \ 1 
: an t ot , 

I ‘ true, | elie Iw ' 1 

ne your Com \ Kn via ’ lalw t 
hia Vil ' win winte Isat kW 1 ‘ 
tA vu 1 t lowers thy 
which we weds Do you rem t ' n Mode ¢ t t Vv us 
Inte one evening WwW not ex t a vou assure t t he 
not hear o “ is ot ‘ it tl saw countenance Ww 11 met 
that he ha ered a 

* 1 was tidiflerent to evervthin t ’ ure t for the w “ 
I had vour smiles, vour tence wee t endea ! Why 
hand is clasped in yours, and 1 s ‘ t the «¢ ' 
which m tnetage has excited, s wt ene, that the 11 
myself nothing but sou I tanes t ' ve ' ' 
those azure-eved and fen-hatred ' WW taple " tist s 
that infact angels have fden tre nc \ emenite ae | 
loved to pas wers t \ ‘ erfume, when \ ‘ 
von eft a che mn t ect 1 Iwas t ’ “ " ‘ 
loved, vou Wile ao Nn that is vi t ! she tia | t 
it \ e Lam tracing these trem haracters, ¥ ' t he ‘ 

"a | 1 now n tot fallt oe to te 
vou the trut t | t vi nuch as | ‘ ‘ 
consoled 1 vo fickleness Ve 1 ow t I wa 
aithe te meve “ wot bea ' t Liv \ st is 
anias M { s ha ne ‘ mvt t to Sw 
land, | have ma r to » It dst t see you 
again be ! ive, ¢ that I Y \ vieu Al Ta 

M. de Courtois told me, that after all the preparations for the 
journey had been made, poor Augusta had retracted her promise at 
the very last moment 

The last letter bore the post-mark of a distant city , it was crushed 





and torn in several plac es by bites ; the impression of the teeth was 
evident, and | could scareely decipher the following sentences which 
were almost efluced by tears 

* You mad e promise, my dear fnend, to am nee Mv marriage wit 
My own pen Although i t pautul task to perform, yet lw t 

“Do not be angry w me, Augusta, for the necessity of mv pos ne 
pelled me to it, and I teel it much, tor l ed vou we You were always 
kind and devoted, and no one else shall ever replace vou m my heart tut 








what « il do against the w of mv tamily and the force of crreun 
stances. Be reasonable, my friend, an not make me unhappy by 4 ‘ 
wh ean only burt your health~w ‘ z any change in omy 4 s 
My father’s tortune wills illow me tablish myself in the w wit 
out mv wite’s portion, and | must subn Write me word, my angel, tha 
you feel the foree of this reasoning, a that vou w be ni to see me at 
your pretty cottage—tell me that you are not senously afhcted, or else ft 
shall wear, du my wedding, that s« sand sombre look which ¥ 
used so prettily to scold me for, Do vou remember, Augusta’ EUGENE.’ 
* P. S.—I shall be married tin a fortnicht, when I shall have occasion f 


sundry articles in the wardrobe tu vour hall 
them to the ad my father-in 


The letter dropped from my hand 


Have the kindness to forward 
aw, that is to be.” 


It was dated the twenty-sixth 


ess of 
of December, and it was on the first of January that I met M. de 


Courtois J. PRICE 


easing melancholy expectation, and been transported with rap- 


e that ime has worked upon me, the sadness of 


ORIGINAL COMMUNICATIONS, 


MUSICAL NOTIONS. 


* Is there a bard of rustick s 
W teless ste 

Ol, | 
But witha frater-feeling st 


Hlere be 


ais the cr 


iss Hot 


ive a 


ong, 
wads among ’ 


Over village has absolutely run musick-mad—musical mama is 
quavering and trilling around and about us—not a breeze but wafts 
to the ear some wood-note truly wild The brooks leap in time to 


a waltz—the tlowers nod gr 





cefullyto * Der Freyehutz” 


the * An- 











gels Whisper’ is heard in the waving of grass—the trees bend their 
ofty branches to * Low he the summer woods’*—the birds are all 
le capo-ing onera aira—the poor old horses jaded from the plough, 
shake their grizzly manes to the * Arab steed’ even the sun seems 
to burst out with, “ Behold how brightly breaks the morning,” and 
Lu her cs modestly forth to * Rise, gentle moon.” If m 
sick be the * food of love,” then is now the time when love and a 
cottage may be somet y more than mere taney, for there ts meat 
drink and elo y in every sound Such a change as has beer 
wro tin the mus iftaste of t village! J rlish ballads, s 
1? vo i ha ‘ ive now ve prac to the shakit 
ve gy, notes of a “prima donna = which, a | s 
plain cour folks, seem as much out of piace, is \ bike Do aie 
sould be in an I opera-house ! s but a few vears sines 
Whe there were but two sty nents off SICK the piace one 
vas Pete's tiddle mel la the not least, a no, whic some 
mw or othe lo swav intoone of our | ‘ nouses, w ¢ 
stood s it | ) except occasio yw ) some cdamse 
{ nthe city we wake its ma cal powers to life, a while 
e dazzied a sf sticitv, wo ] at the same time " ‘ 
thas Hess 4 ( st strange and wild. Yet musick was 
woat ) r ve fo s sc? ine ‘ 
our s vest \ oft) (ia t elt, let 
e here a to is. De F e was eed 
) for | ! dst thot s voice ( 
! N\ = f{ ve the v ‘ ‘ s ‘ 1 ‘ 
Covey _ ‘ i 
1) of Z M I se et : 
‘ i OX i Alex 
i 
‘ t i ‘ ‘ ’ \ sal ter of 
‘ eX t es Gd extre \ 
t ec ane \ 
‘ ) \ ‘ 
. ta ‘ \s 
‘ t { succes ‘ . I the « 
‘ s 1 . s the st Ss proces ] ve first a me ot 
val to t t { mod, inwar Vv, When he 
= he to the { tw ed s mo r to t 
t tne twiat went the mo i 
tw . ) ( st iss e to serve ravitv of ce 
n 0 ! rath ve Was the se satisiaction bear 
) s eves, such a thorough self-approval sat on every \ 
| ot his co ee is was almost enviable But alas! 
iMhello’s oce tion's e! An or was his abomination, d 
now an Oorean us sther tsot P ‘ iid the places that 
onee knew 1, now k \ n nome ‘ is left the country. 
wand one know N hit trait siast speech to s retrograde cho 
s worthy of preservation ae | ’ r said he, as he shook the 
dust from his feet | leave ve ve screech like owls, and ve bray 
’ usses Nor Was our Sich yanv means contined to Psa 
moly—on a ¢ ns wrevening n t be heard the sweet voices 
of our village Ss, sit y at their doors or windows, w y 
Bo e Doo “TI wd Marvy or t sweetest of a 5 
Ma \ ike ver \ tw tts st t 1oweve sweet 
Atrpch ca val im meiody the meh at t es of toe 
vaice' Veacal sick is the ] resque lan ecking wit . 
: . ru \ sly es t OVETY TE ty afwaketul 
ss sf ment sit s thes it (ise e, but seen thro 
the mists of fitful dre In w er eve us, too, we capered 
vy about to i] ers Hor pipet “orsome other " Outianadis 
tune, erthe aviv carojled forth by some merry lass or nvedw 
spirit. if net with trath, bw Pete the tiddler ow, we have ently the 
“Stop Waltz.” or we move with slow and solemn steps slic 
ere, sink r there, with bended backs ¢ l bowing heads, thro 
the mazes ol a modern cot a 
* Will you sing me a song, Mary’ 
* Oh, | cannot without my pane?” 
“Come, Eliza. do try Bonnie Doon ' 
“ Mereyv ' Leould notsing wuathout my plano, 1 * Bonme Doon’ 


is horndly old-fashioned 


: 1 

* Ellen, do sing * Sweet Jessi 

op ; k me mer h ! 
rav dont ask me to sing without my 


“Ah 


“Oh my guitar ts out of tune 


vou '” 


Me rev 


Luev, vou will sing, wont 


my guitar '* 
Her guitar! Twelve months ago, Luevy 


guitar was, and vet Luev could sing like alu 


but now, forsocoth, she cannot raise a note without ber guitar! 





pian 


1 could not sing witheut 


did not know what a 


rd when she was asked 


The 


fact is, last year a lady from the city came to pass the summer 


among us— 





ie played the guitar, and immediately all the girls 


who had not already a plano, were seized with a guitar fever—off 


they went to the city, and when they returned, our stupid little ur- 


chins declared, that each one had among her baggage a “ great hig 
hiddle Does any one now sit down to enjoy the quiet of a sum- 


mer evening—alas !' from, one side 


comes the everlasting thrum of a 
ght I re. 


lve 


piano; from the other, the and well m 


twang of a guitar- 


screech like owls anc 


peat poor Pitchpipe’s dying speech, * ve 


We 


to have Dorcas-soci 





bray like asses.” ised ties, sewing-socie- 
ties, and other cl socletios—now, we have musical sorrées 
| } ] | 


isical prc-nics : and soon, doubtless, ** Plevel’s 




















» tr . “ 99 
ymn—Peace troubled soul,”’ and even ** Old Hundred,” must give 
place to fashionable ‘uras ands fas Those ancient musi- 
claners, the frogs, whose melody is so delightful in a summer night, 
ive not been heard this vear, and the katwdids } ive, somehow or 
other, aequired a most atfected way of speaking. A few evenings since 
I strolled out at tw it to the woods, to listen tothe divine har- 
mony of nature I seated myself under a tree, and was fast sink- 
ginto a ¢ itlul revervy 1 gentile wind was plaving amid the 
es of the trees, th s were sit their par 
aay, and at a littie distance co 1 hear the gurs eM 
the trous ipparetr v« eated y the ¢ n. were about 
wir concert, and one, probably pite pe of the party, had just 
fted a note, when hark! did hie right yes, miserable 
vretch that lam! full on my ear came t twanyg-tivang, thrum, 
of a guitar! Lomance had sent h ra party, to 
eak In upon this musick Of nature, and in ck mood 
1. . 
Pith; DRAMA. 
PHE PARK THEATRE. 
W ‘ . t 
| wavs perfe . 
\ Mas 
o . 
l 
I ‘ 
‘ ! 
\ 
THE BOWERY THEATRE. 
4 . ‘ N 
¢ ‘ 1 
i s 3 
' 
\ \ s ‘ © Spe 
‘ s ste s t 
. = | I ! / iP \ a] t 
er ‘ thee > 4 
uN Thea ‘ \ s Ss ' el specta 
} F ( , Miss Me ind 9 
e ith a s wie ' ' t ere oF 
‘ 5 A el tos 
. . ' t the ‘ the mes of t 
‘ v1 s; the s t ' é 
i ‘ ! » b 
\ ‘ In Lefitte she w 
? ‘ ‘ es she . 
itis ast spire \ es tot pa 
i “ sol the t War reache 
THEATRICAL GOSSIP. 
New-¥ ‘ . t s. Ma 
. 1) ane r 
| | = i t I mas J i 
‘ ‘ ‘ kK es a stols ene the il street 
1 " ‘ ‘ ‘ . anick s 
one ' ts “ sca} it 4 f 
. ' s 
vt Ma shere “a brated tattooed m 
\ ‘ ame Conn s OX s Mr ave é t seems, 
atid im en of Ota ‘ ves Indian dances and ens 
s It ts ‘ re ‘wit ' ‘ . nnexion wit the 1 
DD t hav creas s attra nto have ed that t 
l ‘ s be rbenetit atthe HH y-street Theatre, Baltu e,! aad 
Texas a oO » lit ver © ed dollars was cleare t Mr 
! a. the sent a . t afterwa ’ ft s If w nos 
sta As ‘ ' Phuilade expe edas ur fashare 
The W < I . in Baste s to be ubled ins and Mr. Pelby 
Ml 
ers it é < is mont 1 the stage anagement of Mr. W. H 
s Mr. Pe sa ze of ars for the best poetica 
t eazestt ‘ g 
The Italian Opera at the St. Charles Theatre, New-Orieans, closed its pet 
formances on Sunday, May 20 
Om the tenthof May, the Mobile theatre was splendidly iminated, in con- 
sequence of the co nation of the Texas triumph over Santa Anna 
The corner-stone of a new and splendid theatre has been laid at St Lous 
Thirty-five thousand dollars have been subscribed toward its erection. 
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NOTES ON THE NEWSPAPERS, P’s AND Q's, 
Peas at Boston, on the seventh of June, were sold as low as ten 
SQUIBS, SCISSORS-WORK AND SCRIBBLINGS. 


dollars and fifty cents the peck ; a proof of the scarcity of money, so 


7 


much complained of The Salem (Massachusetts) Observer, of 


LINES FOR YOUNG LADIES. the same date, complains that provisions are so dear in that place, 


Tue following lines may be read with protit by young ladies who ‘Hat It costs something to /ook at a butcher's cart 


We do not 


know what proportion these bear to the whole number of damsels 


desire to secure conquests, rather than to make them In such times, it is rather necessary to mind one's ps and q's 


and this necessity reminds us of a paragraph explanatory o 














in the market, but we trust there are enough even of these to | istitly cin of that phrase -—* In ale-houses, where chalk scores were t 
» al ‘ rf is } } r ‘ 
our preserving so good a recipe for keeping hearts. merly marked upon the wall, or behind the door of the tap-room, 
. was customa to put thes nitia at the I dol r Ss a 
Shall I tell vou whom I love teins, ry 407 sisi so thos ates! 4 ‘ 
Harken then aw e to me, count, to show the number of pints and quarts tor which «e Was 
And if sm iwomant e, 
As { now shall ve arrears ; and we may presume many a friendly rustick to have 
Be assu ss none, ped his newhbour on the shoulder when he Was indulging t ! 
That li t ‘ me : 
iv in his potations, and to ve exclaimed, as hey ed to the s« 
Nature did her so mucl t ' 
~ smart = the p of art; *Giles! Giles! mind vour I's a Q's 
In as wmv v es dielit — 
As e’er vet embraced a heart 
So much ¢g so truly trie LAST LOVE. 
rit r ss Were t i 
We do not know whether these verses w i be thought very s« 
Wit she hath, w desire 
I nake known Ww much she hath mental by the voung ladies ; but we a eure the ire lolera ‘ 
Ai ine mes ne hig r 
Than Vsweeten wrat Firs “= . , 
I i party su t I I = - . 
Though pe ps not s ne . ur 
t I sa 8 ss . 
Reason masters « seus 
4 ‘ « ’ A ese 
Love s all excellence A 
M t ‘ - t I . “ 
I é . . 
a vy wor i¢ x t ‘ 1 < t 
Such she is f _ \\ we 5 
\ “ 
suc i eas! ‘ 
Be s - m l ‘ ‘ s > 
Thats thhk and 4 i - 
Be ass ss " 
That 1 ‘ © alone LADIES HEARTS AND PARSNIPS, 
A Portsmouth family, (so says a paper of that place.) observing a 
MRS. FLORIDA WHITE. oli i Barta ; ie cantik i abel ; 
ifs rin th i i est, ookes 
A Mobile paper speaks of the sensation produced abroad by Mrs. cut it open, and f Old-lashioned silver bros ‘ 
White, better known among us as Mrs. Florina Wuere, from her been missing 1 vy Vears, irmiv embedded the parst 
having resided im Florida, of which her husband, Colonel Joseph M t not some ver e transn of souls 
M. White, is representative. Mrs. White has produced quite as great make a famous love-story of this. by 
a sensation this winter at Washington as she « d in I ope : and lorsake t devotk ver ol ‘ y who ‘ ( 
on her return lately on a visit to her native Kentucky, where he - 
father, General Adair, was formerly governour, her pathway has MATRIMONIAL INQUISITION, 
been strewed with all the wers of poetry and honours, publick '. ee, es ee - 7 , 
and private Amor rthe stones related of this lady abro ad, mie 
i ° s fui magistrates of t s 
tion is made of a taney Lil, GIVE ya sister of Napoleo “ 2 
' i ‘ . i It w \ 
she Was On a Visitto thaty cess. * Mrs. White.’ says the M 
| wers were of s i { ve ‘ ‘ . 
editor, **asked her ro ostess what she sho ! wear on the« i 
themselves t < ‘ ! ave 
sion.”” The princess replied,** Wear ; American costume ve 
5 ’ o We = ‘ ® ‘ \é i s t cy 4 
you no Ame in cost e that would be s r “Oh. 
o \ 
said Mrs \W lite, “* Ourlashions are 4° your ow We ‘ . 
returned the princess wey no Kentucky cost ‘ \ t 
a native of Kentucky—let us see yo a We v4 ‘ 
Mrs. White an t of a in dress, an . NEW ARITHMETICAL RULI. 
thouchr t ss s ( ‘ ad the mak rolan ’ ct 
wags © A Conn t ca of ‘ ‘ { ‘ 
\ , | t 
i i al bs) i ‘ sii ‘ | V 
Ir in ¢ i i ined ‘ ated tow ft tat . : = 
iver of arrows ¢ s d her | 
quiver ¢ : ; M nn 2m saa s k and ¢ I ‘ f the \ 
t le] t d { all \ ‘ et ss 
w delig a ’ any er ' town Advocate cs \ ce Ww ‘ 5 
with the erac anal be y ol the proud itely and beautiful | # ; 
dian girl on that o . we hav ) t should we | 


STRANGE JUNTAPOSITION, 


A REAU'S STRATAGEM, came toget \ ; noe 
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, “ l \ 4 ‘ 
em \ ore ya il 1 « ’ . 
= e We I > 
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. { Hi New-\ 5 
same time the ole ! ‘ sty ‘ KeTIS 
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a - . Lo AN TIPATIIES, 
1 ey ‘ ‘ Wile ] © is “. 4 ‘ ri s ® tt y 
r ‘ ’ ha t > ’ sued r sta ‘ u ‘ w~ Ss 
nd stood s t ) ‘ t © « , . > 
were mace ! v \ 
uy 
‘ . 
A DUME-POUNDED LOVER I 
A 
We rea cheve t ef ‘ shi ever can w { , 
lady su t \ > ss unst her w ] s \\ ting 
things ca t rie ‘ ‘ ‘ rse, ca { otf: 
) t > | ) ’ ems t > 
etter s vw ‘ ’ N nseives to he . , DIFFERENT VIEWS OF THE SAME SLE RIECT, 
Lendl: ‘ane ‘willing ene trv the spring-lancet. ‘Those who 
l e | clish rave ores ¢ i tt y ¢ so ‘ 
KNOW g it = t sof such matters, w ve no. | 
vtels and so ‘ rs ri es An Irs 
( tv lersta " rs tee os, te ‘ tay 
' took a different view of the case. Honest Pat came ito 
whipste eX med \l if l m ts most ail St Kissing 
. : Vas ed " \r tw ve ¢ 
time with v i \ are married yet Whats t Caso F 
t of y é © ¢ . sas the reply \ 
€ —* W-w-w-whiy epled the ¢ eT, Wink K > 
sure twas Vive tor es v I'd slept unt 
r as if in convulsions, * but yo-you se-se-see J s-s-s-stutter so, | 
. g I ive en ey vi 
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A DEAR Dog, 








A giant Swiss dog, said to be one of those St Bernard canine Prentice savs,a Mr. Bent @ bee indicted Alabama f 
‘ 
phi throp sts, the famous seekers and rescue rs of lost travellers severeivy wounding a stranger wit ! at ecging @s a reas 
from the snow, is exhibited in the Ph ladelphia Museum, where he that * he dida’t know but the stranger was a robber * Eh t ver 





is offered for sale at four hundred dollars 


KENTUCKIAN WIT, | 


know,” adds Prentice, @hu so he aved hin “ 
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FROM OUR ENGLISH CORRE 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE NEW-YORK MIRROR. 


GrenrLeMeN—You have had one or two exquisite original lyricks, 
“by the author of Lillian.’ Some ot your contemporaries—and, in- 
deed, i suspect that even you fell into the same errour !—fancied 
that Miss Pardoe was the said 
Mr. William Mackworth Praed, (now a member of the British Par- 


liament,) in 1822, when a student at the Unversity of Cambridge, 





author.” Lillian was written by 


and, at this moment, scarcely a copy can be procured in the king- 
dom In England, it still excites quite as much interest as Rodman 
Drake's fanciful and beautiful “Culprit Fay” did a few years since 
in America Its rarity adds to this interest; and, although every 
one knows Lillian by reputation, very few, even in Great Sritainy 
can tell you whether it is anovel ora poem! Not many have read it 
Until the other day, | never saw it. [I now send you one of the or- 
ginal manuscripts, corrected by the author himself, as | know you 
will deem it well worth the honour of wholesale transfer into the 
Mirror 

Praed has written many lively chansons for the magazines, an- 
nuals, ete., but, with his great command of language and wonderful 
variety of invention and imagery, it is a matter of regret that he 
has done no more He is a keen tory, (more’s the pity, say I,) 
and his prose writings are as keen and cutting as his verses are 
playful and brilliant He talks of visiting the United States one of 


oe 


these days 


The reader ts requested to believe that? t wing statement ts literally 
true ; because the writer is we iware that the circumstances under which 
LILLIAN Was composed © the ily source of its merits, and the only apology 
fur its faults 

At asma | party it Can e some malicious belles endeavoured to con 
found their sonnetteering frends, by setting uninte ble and inexplicable 
subjects for the exercise of thei poetical talents Among many others the 


Thesis was given out which ts the motto of LILLian 


and the t win oem Was an attempt to expla the re ‘ 


The partiality with which it had been honoured in manuscript, and the tre 
quent applheations whieh have been mace 


to th iuthor tk copies, must be 


his excuse for having a few impressions struck off for private corculation 


among lus triend 


It was written, however, with the sole view o } 


tmnusing the ladies in whose 
circle the idea originated , and to them, with all due humility and devotion, it 
is Inseribed 

Trinity College, Cambridge, 


October %, 1822 


LILLIAN. 


*A dragon's ta s faved to warm 
A headless maiden’s heart.”—Miss — 


th wee evg' he could 


CANTOT 


There was a dragon in Arthur's time, 
When dragons and griffins were voted * prime,” 
Of monstrous reputation 
Up and down, and far and wide, 
tle roamed about m bis sealy pride ; 
And ever, at morn and even-tide, 
He made such rivers of blood to run 
As shocked the sight of the blushing sun, 
And ae luged half the nation 
It was a pretty monster, too, 
With a crimson head, and a body blue, 
And wings of a warm and delicate hue, 
Like the glow of a det p carnation 
And the terrible tail that lay behind, 
Reached out so far as it twisted and twimed, 
That a couple of dwarfs, of wondrous strength 
Bore, when he travelled, tts horrble length, 
Like a duke’s at the coronation 
Elis mon 
Or the dragon had been in very sooth, 
No mstynificant charmer 
And that, alas! he had ruined it, 


When on new-vear’s dav, in a hungry fit, 


1 had lost one ivory tooth, 





He swallowed a tough and a terrible bit 
Sir Lob in his brazen armour 
Swift and light were his steps on the ground, 


Strong and smooth was his hide around, 


For the weapons whi h the peasants flung 
led 


Ever unfelt or unheeded rung, 


\rrow, ar d stone, and spear, 


As snow o'er Cynthia's window tlits, 

Or raillery of twenty wits 
On a fool's unshrinking ear 

In many a battle the beast had been, 
Many a blow he had felt and given 

Sir Digoré came with a menace men, 
But he sent Sir Digoreé straight to heaver 

Sutl and stour were the arms he wore, 
Huge the sword he was wont to clasp, 

vel +} ’ 


But the sword was little, the armour brittle, 


Locked in the coil of the dragon's grasp 


He came on Sir Florice of Sesseny Land, 
Pretty Sir Florice from over the sea, 
And smashed him all as he stepped on the sand, 


Cracking his head hke an rom the tree 


No one till now, had found, I trow, 
Anvthing good im the scented vouth, 
Who had taken much pains to be rid of his brains. 


Before they were so oht bv the dragon's tooth 


He came on the sheriff of Hereford, 
As he sat him down to his Sunday dinner ; 
And the sheriff he spoke but this brief word, 
‘St. Francis be good to a corpulent sinner !” 
Fat was he, as a sheriff might be, 
From the crown of his head to the tip of his toe ; 
But the sheriff was small, or nothing at all, 
When put in the jaws of the dragon foe 


He came on the Abbot of Arnondale, 
As he kneeled him down to his morning devotion ; 
But the dragon he shuddered, and turned his tail 
About, ** with a short uneasy motion.” 
Iron and steel, for an early meal, 
He stomached with ease, or the Muse is a liar; 
But out of all question, he failed in digestion, 
If ever he ventured to swallow a fnar! 


Monstrous brute !—his dread renown 

Made whispers and terrours in country and town ; 
Nothing was babbled by boor or knight 

But tales of his eivick appetite. 

At last, as after dinner he lay, 

Hid from the heat of the solar ray 

By boughs that had woven an arbour shady, 

He chanced to fall in with the headless lady 





Headless! alas! ‘twas a piteous gibe ; 


I'll drink Aganippe, and then deseribe 


Her father had been a stout yeoman, 
Fond of his jest, and fond of his can, 
Jut never over-wise ; 
And once, when his cups had been many and deep, 
He met with a dragon fast aslee Ps 
"Twas a faery in disguise 
In a dragon's form she had ridden the storm, 
The realm of the sky invading ; 
Sir Grahame’s ship was stout and fast, 
But the faery came on the rushing blast, 
And shivered the sails, and shivered the mast, 
And down went the gallant ship, at last, 
With all the crew and lading 
And the fay laughed out, to see the rout, 
As the last dim hope was fading ; 
And this she had done, in a love of fun, 
And a love of masquerading 
She lay that night in a sunny vale, 
And the yeoman found her sleeping 
Fiercely he smote her glittering tail, 
But oh! his courage began to fal, 


’ 


When the faery rose all weeping 
* Thou hast lopped,” she said—* beshrew thine hand ! 
The fairest foot m faery-land ' 


* Thou hast an infant in thine home! 
Never to her shall reason come 
For wee ping or for wail, 
Till she shall ride with a fearless face 
On a living dragon's scale, 
And tondly clasp to her heart's embrace 
A living dragon's tail.” 
The faery’s form from his shuddering sight 
Flowed away in a stream of light 


Disconsolate that youth departed, 
Disconsolate and poor ; 

And wended, chill and broken-hearted, 
To his cottage on the moor ; 

Sadly and silently he knelt 
His lonely hearth beside ; 

\las' how desolate he felt 
As he hid his face, and cried 

The cradle where the babe was laid 
Stood im its own dear nook, 

But long—how long! he knelt, and praved, 
And did not dare to look 

He looked at last; his joy was there, 

And slumbering with that placid air 

Which only babes and angels wear 

Over the cradle he leaned his head ; 


The cheek was warm, and the lp was red ; 
And he felt, he felt, as he saw her he, 
\ hope which was a mockery 


The babe unclosed her eve's pale hid 





Why doth he start from the s ht it mid 
He hath seen im the dim and fitfel rav, 
Mhat the | tof the soul hath gone away ! 


Sigh nor praver he uttered the 








In mute and motionless de spair, 

But he laid him down beside his ehild, 
And Litnian saw him die—and smiled 
The mother! she had gone before 

And in the cot re on the moor, 

With none to wateh her and caress, 
No arm to clasp, no voice to bless, 

The witless « d grew up alone, 

And made all Nat ire’s book her owr 
If. we warm at passionate hour 
When Reason sleeps in Faney's bower 








Into t t eart s recess, 
Seen bv the soul, and seen bv the m 
But distinet tn its loveliness, 
Adored. and not defined 
A br creation, a shadowy rav 
Fadnu t y mist away, 
Nothing to gaze on, and nothing to hear 
B somet oO cheat the eve and ear 


With a fond conception and jov ef both, 


some one’s sweetest kiss 


Thy vision of une nduring bliss, 


Or lose some one’s sweetest tone 

The murmur thou drinkest all alone— 

If such a vision hath ever been thine, 
Thou hast a heart that may look on mine! 


For, oh! the light of my saddened theme 
Was like to naught but a poet's dream, 
Or the forms that come on the twilight’s wing, 
Shaped by the soul's imagining 
Beautiful shade, with her tranquil air, 
And her thin white arm, and her flowing hair, 
And the light of her eve so coldly obscure. 
And the hue of her cheek so pale and pure 
Reason and Thought she had never known, 
Her heart was as cold as a heart of stone ; 
So you might guess from her eyes’ dim rays, 
And her idiot laugh, and her vacant gaze. 
She wandered about all lone on the he ather, 
She and the wild heath-birds together ; 
For Littian seldom spoke or smiled, 
But she sang as sweet as a little child 
Into her song her dreams would throng, 

Silly, and wild, and out of place 
And yet that wild and roving song 


Entranced the soul in its desolate grace 
And hence the story had ever run 
That the fairest of dames was a headless one 


The pilgrim in his foreign weeds 
Would falter in his prayer ; 

And the monk would pause with his half-told beads 
‘To breathe a blessing there ; 

The knight would loose his vizor-clasp, 

And drop the rein from his nerveless grasp, 

And pass his hand across his brow 

With a sudden sigh, and a whispered vow, 

And marvel Flattery’s tale was told, 

From a lip so young, to an ear so cold 

She had seen her sixteenth winter out 

When she met with the beast I was singing about 

The dragon, I told you, had dined that day ; 

So he gazed upon her as he lay 

Earnestly looking, and looking long, 

With his appetite weak, and his wonder strong 

Silent he lav in his motionless coil ; 

And the song of the lady was sweet the while— 





** Nonny Nonny! I hear it float, 
Innocent bird, thy tremulous note 
It comes from thy home in the eglantine, 
And I stay this idle song of mine, 
Nonny Nonny! to listen to thine 


* Nonny Nonny! * Lituian sings 
The sweetest of all living things ' 
So Sir Launcelot averred ; 
But surely Sir Launcelot never heard 
Nonny Nonny! the natural bird!” 


The dragon he lay in mute amaze, 

Till something of kindness crept into his gaze 
He drew the flames of his nostrils in, 

He veiled his claws with their speckled skin, 
He curled his fangs in a hideous smile ; 

And the song of the lady was sweet the while— 


** Nonnv Nonny! who shall tell 
Where the summer breezes dwell ? 
Lightly and brightly they breathe and blow, 
Sut whence thev come and whither they go, 
Nonny Nonny! who shall know! 


** Nonny Nonny! I hear your tone, 
But I feel ve cannot read mine own; 
And I lift my neck to your fond embraces, 
Sut who hath seen in your resting-places, 
Nonny Nonny! your beautiful faces!” 


A moment! and the dragon came 
Crouching d 

With bis tierce red eve so fondly shining, 
And his terrible tail so meekly twining, 
lie Ve 


own to the peerless dame, 


And the scales on his huge aming o'er, 
Craver than ever they gleamed betore. 
She had won his heart, while she charmed his ear, 


And Lituian smiled, and knew no fear 


nbs ¢ 


And see, she mounts between his w ngs ; 


(Never a queen had a gau ier throne.) 
And taerv-like she sits and sings, 
Guiding the steed with a touch and a tone 


Aloft, aloft in the clear blue ether, 





The dame and the dragon they soared together ; 


He bore her away on the breath of the gale— 


The two little dwarfs held fast bv the tail 


Fanny ! a pretty group for drawing 


My dragon lke a war-horse pawing, 


My dwarfs im a fright, and mv girl in an attitude. 
Patting the beast in her soulless gratitud 
There ; you may try it if you w 


While I drink my coffee, and nib my quill 


CANTO IT 
4 hor } n mall } ory > 
The sun shone out on full and grove ; 
It Was a clonious day, 


The | is and the ladies wer making love, 





And the clowns were making hay 
But the town of Brentford : ked with wonde 
\ rntning in the sky, at i thu der, 
And thinking (‘twas a thinking tow! 
Some prodigy was coming down, 
A mighty mob to Merlin went 
Io learn the cause of this portent 
And he, a wizard sage | t comical, 
ked through his glasses astronomical, 


And puzzled everv foolish sconce 


By this oracular response 














THE NEW.YORK MIRROR: DEVOTED TO LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 5 








“Now the slayer Doth not slap, The pepper was as hot as flame, - ° — 4 i. 
@ cakness flings ber fear awap, Th a of wondrous ae, ORIGINAL ¢ ORRESPONDE NCE, 
Powrr bears the powerless, He gazed one moment on the dame, 
Pity vides the pityless ; Then, with a sure and steady aim, FAMILIAR RAMBLING EPISTLES FROM BOSTON, 
Aire pe lovers’ ave pe brave’ cap hag the dragon's truculent phiz 
Wear ve this, and seck, and save! e flung the scorching powder—whuz! CAPITAL OPPENCES, 
We that would wed the loveliest maid, And darkened both his eyes ! age Ee 
Aust don the stoutest mail, Have you not seen a little kite 
Por the vider shall never be sound ia the head, Rushing away on its saper wing - 
Till the ridden He maimed in the tail. To mix with the w we ni's rarre llr 
We, Diddle diddle' the cat and the fiddle' Up it soars witl arrowy fi ght ; punishments, “The advocates for this reform managed the subject 
None but the lover can vead me mp viddle.” Pill, weak and unsteady, with great ingenuity and learning. Mr. Rantoul has bee efat 


DEAR St} l ave ittended tor several davs past t the ce 


bates in the house of representatives, on the bolts 















































ar ’ tr tc ty r : bor he 
‘ How kind art thou, and oh! how mighty, I 7s, Magpatetnte + — us researches, and had brous uae , mie 
: 7 1 { cashes to earth from its | ‘ t t 
( upid thou son ol Aphrodite — m ous aw ‘ 8 t H ‘ 1 readuy st 
' j Vas e rise of the eas s 
By thy sole aid, in old romance, : ! great nes t ‘ iis of i ow 
was his e 
Heroes and heroines sing and dance ; , eager. ies .* ! t tlect t 
, . ll Niel ee ots ‘ s one etlects of cay 
Of cane and rod there's little need ; : ‘ ce A. M 
rt ~ i with . Leng . +} “ we ‘ ‘ sed rt 
\ Ihey never learn to write or read ; 2 pepps , ” — J ’ . : 
j Yet often, by thy sudden light, ruggte—one Vain one— ind emotion compas i great enm : : to society. Js 
‘ Enamoured dames contrive to write ; “pa he shot back again, * like a bird of the ocean cerely believe that severity to n r off = oft . oe . 
) nd often, in the hour of need, Ay oy as diy ’ m Cay crimes; the s {t revenge is awakenes sever 1 the 
; j ai " he did not vetor - ‘ y ‘ \ a 
: cnameoured youths contrive to read 1 7 a ‘ rat ¥ OX \ t 
’ t ruel knight, with s d might ’ - . _ woe § “ . . ’ wie 
(I make a sia]! digression here ‘Ha oe . - Mis 
. ) hemmed and a the ‘ s ee ts sa hea A 5 
I merely mean to make it clear Oe ae a or 
That if Sir Eglamour had wit I'welve hours by the chime he lav im his slime , tine " 6 t a the 
mw. > . \] 
lo read and construe, bit by bit, More utterly blind. It \ —_—— . NN ued mae — y Mie es, tw ue 
All that the wizard had expressed, Phan a polypheme m the olden time, vere s vit eX ted for arsor and f had been kindled 
And start conjectures on the rest, Or a politician now " st every v Ince es. t tert 
" ord o det ‘ vernour 
( ipid had sharpened his discerning, He sped. as soon as he could se« —_ ‘ , 
The littl f] . 1] >" B 4 7 1 carry Oe e de 
nh 1 ‘ of love, and learning, lothe | avuim bowers of Rosalie , 
He revolved in his bed, what Merlin had said, For there the dragon had hope to « re ; , ae ee : , : 
Though Merlin had laboured to scatter a veil on't : By the tinkling nvulets ever pure ’ ained thet ‘ mans 
And found out the sense of the tail and the head. By the glowme sun. and fragrant eal Ne ca thos w t 
hough none of his neighbours could make head or tail on't His wounded honour. and wounded tail ' ‘) SiN s, he got four of the ‘ 
. . {|} ‘ to the pert red spot 
Sur Eglamour was one o° the best He hied him away PeTHUMed spe ease s crimes for wh cvthe ve 
tt ’ r , +} . a not? 
Ot Arthur's table round ; Phe © Gwarts ci where the tail wa ! ‘) er side of the ratio oe nnd 
He never set his spear in rest, The damsel ¢ lont \ t 
i i is a7ed of nat “o ! ranion . we 
But a dozen went to the ground . - ry 
. dozen went to the ground With something of terrour, but more of delight: 
Clear and warm as the lightning flame. Muct 
s uch she admured the gauntlets he wore were a \ |  ¢ 
His valour from his father came, M hie a 
: : uch the device that his buckler bore a I 
His cheek was like his mothers; M } fame P P . 
- ‘ uch i Teathers that danced o is crest, 
And his hazel eve more clearly shone Hist snaat thin headdi ahs \ 1 
* it mic th ildrick that shone on his breast 
Than any | ever have looked upon, Sha oh i. ol ’ cot M | t 
. f She ough w dragon's pilfered scale , ' 
Save fanny s, and two ott - t { 
L 4 0 others . Was fairer far than the warriour's mail . ‘ “ ‘ e, we ‘ “ 
With his spur so bright, and his rein so light, ol oe 
: . And she lifted it up with her weak white arm, lie oss ow t shal ery ene I 
\ad his steed so swift and ready, ls Pe ee 
: : : wonscious of its hidden « u . 
And his skilful sword. to wound or ward. And . t " ; : . 
nd re ‘ bosor et 
And his spear so sure and steady ; | 7 ‘ ‘ ‘ Tha 
ho mimickry of warlike pride 
He bore him lke a British knight ? ‘ ‘ 
From London to Penzance, Gione is the spell that bound her ' tw o chew ne ve ‘ 
” . , ° ° we 
Avenged al] weeping women’s slight, Phe talisman hath touched her heart 
; , ya FB 
And made all giant's dance And she le aps with a feartul and tawn-like start 
j f ‘ 
And he had travelled far from home, As the shades of ATT vy depart P 
Had worn a mask at Venice, Secanen thoushte are clsemmes ane Yom I ‘ on, t e of : 
Had kissed the bishop's toe at Rome, Deeper and deeper her cheek is glowing desk, ext ‘ \ 
And beat the French at tennis Quicker and quicker her breath is flowing waite ened ry to ther mother if 
» id art! 
Hence he had many a courtly play, And her eve gleams out from its long dark lashes, Phos f his w the « 
And jeerings and gibes, in plenty, Fast and full, unnatural flashes 
And he wrote more rhymes in a single day For hurnedly and wild . J ver ge . 
Than Byron or Bowles in twenty Doth Reason pour her | easures endo , 
' 
Of hum miets, and humar sures , , 
He clasped to his side his sword of pride, ' ee Geert, SON RaNOR Pree se ‘ 
} E 1M r ’ { ‘ 
His sword, whose native polish vie ae ewer a , 
Arm shes Spr s 
With many a gory stain ; uy : — I \ 
. ; , set » | ! = ir 1 
Keen and bright as a meteor-] ont, I vena : ay pero ; a A 
on { 
But not so keen, and not so bright, A bo d fee _— ‘ ! 
sd > ti sWwee sf? ’ ¥ . , : . 
As Moultrie’s* jesting vein. Pamitully sw t f wa 
} " “1 i+ a D on ‘ 1 ‘ 
And his shield he | d his arm around, ~- ~e ecg gens I " 
His shield, whose da dingy round ees we Oe oe Cart 's teret rhe , 
Naught human could get through ; Boun ' s t va wick cha ‘ ct ‘ r 4 ove 
Heavy and thick ¢ wall of brick \ he sile 7 . Sen ! 
" r ‘ ry s 
But not so heavy and not so thick vain eons adbense ‘ k prose , il 
As Roberts's Review.+ You that are vo wv pu e the re 
You that are > ae ‘ r¢ f | 
With a smile a a jest he set out on the quest, ; . S* 
Clad in hus stoutest ma ; Never sore ma alisha d oe ; ‘ 
With his helm of the best, and his spear in the rest Came Love a - = : “sp ' | : 
To flay the d: on’s tail Wi} y s . t t ‘ tinterierm ‘ the duties of « ‘ 
er p were est, m ¢ ( = vear 
. . Wis ¢ { } t ‘ t tur 
The warriour travelled wearily, “\ t s es est fears ! : 
1 
Many a league { many a mile Have s . ‘ ean I y we 
And the dragon sailed the clear blue sky; Where a gree r vow r d P . . 
And the e lady was sweet the while— And ac ire eath mt r : F ‘ 
* My steed I, my steed I, \ te e gay s u 
Y “er I ‘ " © oe 
On im the pat t the winds we fly, d la tren ~ neverv tree 
i 
And bathe my the dews of heaven And have you not rere sacad ot , 
Beautitul stars, sot nd briht. All unfettered me 
Exquisite visions of vapo nd light, \ tara ‘ ‘ eve 
I love ve all with a sister's love, Ponti y felt it pa to part a 
i 
And I rove wit e wherever ve rove, From the w creat sol 
And I dink vy cless, endless song, Until y \ ent heart 
. Mt , 
L Xt s ‘ te i g = “ rwit ts \ 
ve \ ey ' i 
ae rane One stasy _ ; 
r s bg 
at \ see “e t 
i ‘ lhe nu 
. re T l ve y 
t lock of my hair Criv . 
‘ \ s i ! ‘ 
Was i ery ‘ 





s 
ersary S e of 
s V 
<s I 
| j 
s ss ‘ I 
5 breath | ” 
s sw Ir i his sheat Hath s t 
Or , , , 
-_ ‘) ( \ « 
2 —- | ‘ 
* The Rev. J M “ . ‘ ' scnipt copies Pav \ 
i r 
of * L in” were ‘ l pathe k s | . “ ~ - 
some of which appea h rs q tr Mag ’ And tr [hers ‘ . sol ox ty i “ 
“My Grandmother's Re ; "“—Don Juan, Roberts was the 1 tas , ey 
editor.—Vide Byron's celebrated letter to him With the stories ve loved from t « of your nurse ca tter | than in the hail « 
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EW-YORK MIRROR: DEVOTED TO LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 





If there are but few examples of first-rate eloquence in the le- 
gislature this year, there are many good business-speakers. In no 
other assembly in the United States do you hear so much accuracy 
in language as in this. It is rare that the king’s English is abused 
The members seldom stretch their memories for great words to con- 
vey their thoughts, but readily use the domestick household words 
for their purposes. The vocabulary of ordinary business has been 
much enlarged among them within a few years. The room of the 
house of rr presentatives 1s too capacious for the compass of most 
voices, and the speaker, who has not a first-rate pair of lungs, 1s 
fearful of using them, or of letting out his full voice; for, if he could 
fill the house by it, the room is too large to permit him to use the 
gift of speech with ease. I am inclined to think that there is not 
any people in the United States who speak the English language 
with more purity than they do in Boston. The Yankee accent, as 
it is called, which marked a few portions of Massachusetts in for- 
mer days, is now almost entirely lost 

The rules and orders of legislation, prepared for the provincial 
congress by the learned John Murray, in 1774, is the basis of the 
present rules and orders. The prerious question only has sinec 
been introduced ; or, if it did exist in the very organization of such 
a body, was not then m use The people abhorred the house of 
Stuart too much to copy anything imtroduce d into parliament in the 
reign of Charles the first. Sir Henry Vane, father of the great 
Sir Henry Vane, incorporated the previous question to the rules and 
orders of the house of commons, to check the freedom of debate 
but it cannot be demed, that this halter for strangling debate has, 
sometimes, in these talking days, been used to good effect It is 
generally moved by some sturdy member, who has a dislike to pro- 
tracted debate, and lungs suflicient to move it 

In the present generation, there is a disposition to codification, 
and how far they will proceed with it, | know not 


We are proud of the common law as our birth: , and because 


we believe that it had its origin in the love of liberty, and the ex- 
arcise of great ingenuity The early judges, even under despotick 
kings, sought for those maxims of common sense which were et 

rent among the enlightened portions of the people, and gave them 


a judicial sanction; and these decisions accumulated, until there 


was a great body of laws that emanated neither from kings no 





haments, but from good sense and old customs The sate irds of 
this common law to life and liberty were admirable inventions, and 
should be retained in their full etfeets In the str le between ar 
bitrary power and judicial talent, grew up that most extraordinary 
species of philosophy which has received name of special plead 
ing Phis science was the dialecticks of Aristotle ina new guise 
So nice were its subleties, that it re juired i ood portion of mma 
life to be thoroughly acquainted with it He who was but ac tinted 
with this scrence held the highest rank as a lawyer and it wo 
have been dangerous, twenty vears aco, to have doubted 

would ever cease to be the pnde and boast of our country From 
some cause or other, tt is not now taken as the only reat standard 
of the extent of legal ac juisition To have expressed a belief t 


the common law could “ coditic d, at the time we mention, would 


have been exposing any one to ridicule; but now 





topick of conversation; and, probably, before long, some atten pts 
may be made to perform the task. Already have digests, e 

and FETISIONS Opene d, In @& measure, the way tor the treat Work 
It would, indeed, be a Herculean task ; for the common law, tak 
its aphorisms, decisions, commentaries and 8 s, is spread 
through thousands of volumes It would be a miraculous t 

any body of men, however learned, could vather and i 

these hahts of mind, in such a manner as to shed a proper lustre 
each other, to make on elorious constellaty oft t whole, 

to prevent the necessity of our looking b kK Ont | r vista ¢ 
legal knowledge, where the lamps of s ‘ ive been profuse 
hung to guide our sieps for es; os . much is ” 1 cone 
more should be attempted mmeloration ould oO ‘ 

tion Is not attempted The first great feature of the « a 
that requires legislative interference ts vbably, one that may 

be touched for vears I mean the common law, as it reeards the 
nights and property of married women J will not presume to say 


what the law should be, but only that it should not be what it is 
They have more protection under the civil than under the common 
law Some admirable treatises have appeare don this suect, 
the North American Review ; but I never heard but ene member 
of the legislature ever savy a word upen the sulject in his other 
capacity, and that was done in getting an act passe d to give tore 
women, who had or should marry American citizens, the rivht of 
dower. ‘This act was passed in Massachusetts, some twenty vears 
ago, after much difficulty, 

\ branch of law, which was once studied chiefly by statesmen. } 
not much by the common practitioner, has become as fashionable as 
useful—constitutional law. The legislature was formerly, although 
we had written constitutions, considered almest as om 
the British parliame nt; but net so now-a-days: the constitutio 
lity of every law is serupulously examined, and judges do not 
shrink from the acts of the legislature, but inspect them without 
fear. If the common law narrows the mind, as some vreat men 


¥, ¢€ xpands it, lor t 


have belheved, constitutional law, most assured 
embraces all the great principles of a sublime meral ageney 

If it be delightful for one to sit under his own vine and his own 
fig-tree, it 1s still more delightful to know the extent of his env 
ments; and the most delightful of all, to think, by his own intellec- 
tual exertions, he may assist in giving perpetuity to these national 
blessings. ‘There are not so many evils in laws as in the adminis- 
tration of them 


ORIGINAL SKETCHES. 


THE DECAYED VETERAN. 
AN OVER-TRUE TALE 


Tue evening was serene, the air full of the healthful freshness of 


g, and from my window I viewed the azure heaven, 


the infant spring, 
redolent of beauty, as it canopied my native city, and spread its 
crimson mantle over the giant son of liberty, my native land. The 
seduction was not to be withstood ; [ laid aside the pen and de- 
scending from my attick, passed the crowded Broadway, and felt 
that, because | was poor, | was a mite in the thoroughfare; but 
when I reached the Battery, and beheld the harbour spread in placid 
loveliness before me; the sun, which knows neither neh nor poor, 
s nking toward the blood red west, mv heart ¢ xpanded within me, 
und I felt happy, for all these beauties were made for the good of the 
high and the low 

The walks were full of children; on the benches were seated their 
attendants, telling odd tales to their wondering charges, or joining 


with them in some juvenile sport. On the grass could be seen some 





we I! dre sme d c vildre hn carousing, il I may sO €Xpress myseil, in ail 


the wildness of youthful delight, with a large mastitf, who appeared 


no less delighted than they * Tlow happy they are,” | mused 


ri 
unknowing of penury and want, untaught in the school of wo!” | 
felt that I alone was the miserable one in that scene ; but again I 
razed on the face of nature and felt grateful I strolled or 
\ tree, just tinged with returning lite, spread its branches in far 
eiful and thick windings near me At the base of e trunk 





was a bench, on which were seated a lovely g 


irl and a young man l 


looked tow ard them, and recognized a young couple who | Knew 





were soon to be married. ‘To personal beauty she umted a mind of 
angelick cast, while he was all that wife could wish. The world 
spoke well of him, and the consciousness that he deserved the 
raise, kept the smile of truth and virtue ever on lis lip ; t bear ! 
forth the radiance of a soul untainted by depravity and unknow ot 
deceit As they conversed their eves would meet, and their hearts 
would beat with pure and unalloved atleetion—and they wer ipypyy 
This scene allaved my sorrowful thoughts “Tf Tl am unhappy.” 
wught I—"if fam the child of poverty, why should [ complam 
What ts my individual want! Have I not generosity enough to be 
mv ty ra 1 snen l met so many sround me ft rppy : Yes, I | 
content, and consider myself tortunate in living na land, * the cra 
dle of lLberty,’ where its government is so well arranged, w © sé 
nuch happiness is dispensed unto all As thus | mused, [| saunter 
ed on, and reached ¢ paved walk which runs at the water's edu 
There, leaning on is elbows, tus lace ed in the palms of 
inds, which were r, lank shrivelled, stood a man s 
l nself on the balustrac his eves fixed on a vat that 
ist arrived at Castle-garden, manned by soldiers Ile changed s 
position, and looking about to see if any one would observe the mo 
tion, he econeealedly raised the cull of his coat, and with it w 1 
wav the tears which had started to his eves; he then res it = 
former posture The shght glance which his movement allowe« 


my interest, and | watehed hun 





me to make of his face execit 


more narrowly. 





A military fora », of the old stvle, but stripped of its cord 
vithout a visor, a thread-bare fatigue-jacket of grav, with o 
two pewter buttons Only reman gy ot the ten which lad ¢ Ally 
decora Lits front, a pal of patched and ra ed pantaloons 
] d loosely about his withered legs, and a pair of boots one 
{ es. s ely coy Ss stock less fet t ‘ iis 

. s form w vasted, and a co ous 
‘ s trame ced oO n It ed trom ) 
\ t iv heart felt s ened I 
I s ] imid a s vety As these s 
) I turned \ i who excite i | 
es cal 0 acto mver | 
| vache e spot where es a 

\ ive been on the Bat elore | asked 

Otte ind ofter he replreed, witha voice harsh and 
vt yuasa otracted ast ) Stile 1 des wed s ‘ 

Otte you say ed | Are vou so fond of ele s 
At s I | was s prise ! it one so ent | i 
so apparently devoid of the common necessaries of lite, cx ‘ 

mself in a spot where all told of joy and plenty ‘ vere 
do ess, Stranvers to n 

No,” said lL come not here for the beauties of the heavens 
no e earth 

* | see naught else,” said I, **to attract one here 


* You know not mv life. my situation, or vou would not wor 


It would not be to carelessly open the cabmet of your thoughts 
uit fam poor myself, d | have a heart, a soul to feel for others 
Your mar erimpresses mic withthe idea that vou are ! \ tso 
I would rejoice to learn vour woes, and, uf it hes m mv powe 
them with the balm of consolation 

My sinee V touche mi he raised mesell, and mak 
vo iry motion o s hand to his cap, he said st r Wik 
vo rt 1 you wil not tire ste uv to ec ta ot ‘ so 
t I will n ule the chiel party s ot my t 1 assured 
him that nothing would atlord me greater satisfaction 


‘In the vear said he, * 





‘L entered the army as a private 
Iwas then just twenty. I served well. I was at Clippeway, w 
der Scott; at the sortie of Fort Ene, under Games; and was 
wounded with a flesh-wound or two in both engagements. My co 
duct in the first three vears’ service was of such a nature, that | was 
at the end ef that time appointed a corporal.”’ As he pronounced 


this word, there appeared to be a magick in it, for his figure became 








more straight, his heels closed together, and unconsciously he drew 
He continued, 
“In ‘19, | served on the north-western frontier, among the Sioux 


his dilapidated forage-cap farther over his brow 
and Chippeway Indians, and occasionally had a skirmish. In one 
of them I lost the little finger of this hand, as you see ;” showing 
me his left hand; ‘though my conduct was highly approved, the 
surgeon was for discharging me for disability, to which I was much 
opposed, and convincing him that I could be as good a soldier as 
ever without that finger, he vielded to me; and I thanked God that 
I had lost the finger, as it was an evidence how near | had been to 
the savages, and how I had fought them. An Indian mashed it to 
pieces against the butt of my musket with his war club, by making 
a mis-strike at my head; and, besides, when it was determined | 
should not be sent adrift, the colonel promoted me to a ‘ sargeantcy.’ 
Only those who have served there, know what officers and sol- 


ciers endure on the frontier; but they get used to it, and after a 


‘ 
while think thev are as well olf as anybody; and I don't know but 
but though I 

} 


didn’t mind it, this service was tearing me to pieces 5 but I never 


they are, for it's all thinking, you know, anv how 


telt sad or cast down till the end of my fourth enlistment. For the 


first time I then began to reflect 





‘I'm now past the age to enlist, 





so, when this term is out, what shall I do!" and then I looked at my- 





sel{—I was broken down and ‘ used up,’ just as you see me; and, 
in ‘camping out,” and marel in wet or drv weather, in cold and 
heat, lving under the snow, and all that sort o' thing, I took the 

eumatis,” and this asthma followed. But the time came— 
everybody was sorry for old ‘Tom, who wore four chevrons on his 
irm, because he had four honourable dis« harges in his knapsack, 
Phe captain shook my hand—I loved him, for he had a soul as big 


is a thirty-two pounder, and then he shook it again ‘Tom,’ said 


‘Giod bless you! You know I've done all | could for you, and, 
look what I 


1, and found 


here's vour discharge 


om, vou have returned it; 


th ' 


ve colonel put on it.” I took it from his har 





the printed blank of ‘having se rved honestly and faithfully’ inter- 








ned with the word * very,’ before honestly and ly I was 
grateful for this extraordinary mark of the colonel’s and captain's 
ipproba but too many thoughts crowded my mind for me to more 
ian thank hum on Vhere I stood with my final discharge in my 
ina final, because IT was old and worn out, of no more service to 
the country I had defended—that I loved and had served with soul 
d body. I was now, after twenty vears’ hard work, turne { adrift, 
to beg or starve as | wished; probably both I could not stand it, 
| ibbered like a child, or a recruit the first time he is put in the 
| ‘ st 
*( tain,” said I, “don't you think you can try me another 
term. ‘I tune Is now oO three years. I think I might last three 
No, ‘| i he w allows none past thirty-five You know 
yeooy st a Ve t ent.” 
Dut, « ta I said say 
lo salt capt ive T not?” 
* Ves, vou ive, captain ;”* answered | “And wf Tom ever 
wets it, snot the sank Tom that knocked over red-coats un- 
ad 1 Scott 
| s ca ! you've lost a ( the services 
| ‘ ‘ sto s x Sum flor yo e it, and go to 
\\ | write to a er w I know there, whom all 
kno s ss ‘ M ll t the old officer 
es not stare Is + t sav I'v ceived you.” 
Wi | 0 ’ | la ‘ = ) N¢« » Wash- 


} ~— ' 7 ¢ was un- 
s ] s ove n, 
co | ‘ ssace here I 

‘ eto Lb Vv eve Vv, to s sf i Gcovernour's 
m \ : f sore for old Tom, 

’ ‘ s ’ des, I e 
» st | shack old times I do k 
es : 1 me, I love her vet American, 
ss ( l ind afte savin oney It we { 

‘ t me, wo e bette = ir something 











els « 7 ‘ wcomes Ol me 
I was as <li sn ty, and ex ned 
‘\ mI ‘ st ely tached to a nation which has worn you 
out | st \ If it were me, [1 k I should change my 
ove to ‘ 
Hl ‘ . sf eight, a s rned about to 
ca ‘ ’ t s er e Crarce ridge sald 
May t vo ever killed a red coat 
ee we & 6 ee & 
The s Vi ‘ ‘ ind, as her last s we mst Deneath the 
wes Ss. ac { hes ny 2.3 Vis were vrapped around 
t t t mies care yen ed im their nurses’ 
F ks The go |e © Ve " spot where ‘ rd cambolled 
‘ ‘ s, who i t ed iste I 1 the ¢ yr storm, 
\ " ed its approach by gathering clouds and distant 
iw winds l. too, turned to Walk away, and as I 
I run wted On the soldiers tat I retlected on the coun- 
trv w 1 suffered him to fignt for its glory, but had left 
eg I turned once more to view the man | was leavn ga; he sat 
or r j stone devouring, with avidity | of a soldier's ration, 
which the soldier had saved and brought to him. The sight hurned 
me on. I passed up Broadway. I viewed the proud and lofty man- 


sions about me, but the sight only brought mere strongly to my mind 





what I had heard and seen. The sound of gavety rang harsh and 


discordantly on my ear, for I recollected the deggar. J. R. B. G. 
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inde : . 7 — ground } crated the traditio - ead with th 
. LITERARY NOTICES OF THE WEEK. TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS ground is consecrated by the traditions connected with the gallant men who 
| ere in arms a ss t, and the magnificent scenery around ts in eriect 
k t 
, = — _ —_— . " ' t! cl se t . e mas 
x We are much oblteed to “ J. M..” and regret that we cannot find room for his lines seeping With su aS , I mass of ve ewl covers the ne 
, BOOK-TABLE. —The verses to Marian, shall appear as soon as possible. —The lyrick from ‘ s . a. whose lea omen selte Gheenats 
e Charleston (S. ¢ to New-York, shall be wserted vmmedrately 7 verses the stillness of the w sw ‘ ‘ ‘ the ely 
1 ; . - titled Scottis spitalit “ id lose thew nt here ef rorincialtems she « . . 
g Ix a notice of one of the Annual Reports of the New-York In- entitled Scottish Hoss ¥, would wy ‘ prove , valleys ene In w the fi a lege story e olden 
£ and twiioms which form the subvect, would n cre v lerstood I ie , 
e stitution for the Instruction of the Deaf and Dumb, which appeared Poet's Last Song ts pretty, but hare ai ——- 7 els s with its nhe 
h in the Mirror more than two years since, we took occasion to ex- syllable herowck line ts scarcely @ l to this s , n—W wed village, with w ' wds across 
: press the opinion t books prepared for the use of children who / M ' ' . 
} ae . } , by + hie prece ‘ ex * “ 
is hear and syne ik, bv authors thoroughiv acquainted with the principles irien 9 ' . ’ 
. ’ 1 ee . . & “ ‘ 
nt on which the deaf and dumb are instructed, would probably be emi t ’ ul , : . . 
ti) nently successtul. ‘This opinion we founded upon the well-known . J " ‘ ‘ vd 
. . ° af ts essen dow n opr m wa < r . P 
t) fact that the education of the deaf requires, on the part of the 2 : : 
g teacher, the highest degree of mimute analysis and rigid simplifica- , , xy 
tion which the human mind is capa! f making. We confess, TT "y “RYLY_Yy rk > > ‘ , 
I ; : Oe nee yon: THE NEW-YORK MIRROR on 
however, that “ ad not expect, att at time, to see such a strining . 
’ ; e 
veriication of the truth Of our remarks as Is contained in the s a 
: arenes , = ale a 
* Analvtick Grammar, with Symbolick Ilustr i By F. A. P SATURDAY, JULY 2, 1st ‘ ( 4 . uf 





Barnard,” published by French A fall and satisfactory examina- ‘ 















































it tion of its me s would Occupy more space than can well be spr Aca As en t s . " ‘ . . \ 
I We can only mention that it has been prepared by Professor Bar ert nt ‘ t ye ! s this i p 
nard, of the Deaf and Dumb Institution m this e:ty an individual that he has never enterta su ‘ ‘ that his lite ‘ ts 
Pe who has probabiv given more attention to the scr er of deat-mute this country are, as usual, ¢ ' ex ‘ t New-York M ‘ - 
ie instruction, than any man in the United States Ih terary exe N . s I “ s 
t, cution of the work is highly creditable to the taste and jud it W z ' . 
r. the author. It deserves a wide circulation, and we doubt not, will yew york M a se . 
1. be extensively used by the friends of a thorough education a . Tiras : ; 
, We have frequently spoken in terms of praise both of the design 1 a“ aaiie “ 
6a and execution of the Peter Parley Books Pheu utility is obvious t s t ‘ nen 2 of « care 
e nd this usefulness is farther enhanced by the s city, t I s 1 , 
-_ rangement, and the manner im which the information atlorded ist . the ess our t ks are « 
< brought down to the capacity of children. We have looked through ! t ‘ the h ess with v . . 
( the most recent of these publieations—* A licetionary of t An ve ; eae 
A mal Kingdon; *—with much pleasure, and by it a preceptor or rela n ssw i have 
= tive may answer with satisfaction to h ell dw delight to the \ th s I 
d prattling querist, all those strange but s t estious which se sclent vs en aN 
l, often puzzie the w sdom of the learned, and ean ek v ore A sc 
I tleman look silly The animal kingdom ts wonders, the his . rt . ants vilaries. - . 
d tory of its members, th ts, a t anecdotes ¢ nected ' : 7 
: with each, their history malities are ‘ " Vand a i , , : 
: betically arranue d we are much mdebted to Mr. Coodri for “ . 
2 the unwearied e and correct taste he ex tsin these v ‘ : 7 ! 
ad little manuals of elementary knowledge. Messrs. Fre '! , ; 
e and Co, of one lred and forty-one Nassau-street, are t New 
v York publishers 
a The «LL Ceat et Un,” which was made wp by various Pa s 
l risian writers, 4s a specimen of t hoht and ? tive lit ture of 
, that city, wast st cXa ce of a lo OK « sed ot eet ~ 
’ fusions of lox vriters Lhe uf wk B sa of 1 
7) the effusions ot \merican writers ge we rate 
u thata An erho Book, to cont sped ens of New-) x 
ture will shortiy car ; it we have be ‘ sat \ : 
lume, entitled ** The 1 idelphia Be conta rhe v i 
F hundred ; Cs I tales, skete >, ! ; t I ! .e’S Tes \ 
; oi that city, ive ais shied cives 
terat The \ eredit ) ‘ 
v sister city \ vu ‘ s ‘ em New.) 
} 
and Boston ‘ itis neatly ] ed, lis} vy Kev 
and Biddle 
At the present crisis, a story of Texas, w ve esume, be ; 
acceptabie tot | m who tends t ts { | 
r poses eithe ol w ( ri t . orto t ‘ 
, discussions ect t to the framing of stitutions 
treaties of peace The lo tion neces \ 
ing these characters, and a tting oneself ered \ ; ; " 
‘ therein, may te ned from a little ve ne, entitled * The H : . 
of Texas,” by David B. Edward, who is, it a sa 8 
. and has t« 11 ol sf irviu us | 1h ‘ ! t I 
r hopes Phe wK IS fT shed with am ot ee v,! < 
; perhaps, necessary to observe that it went to press previous to the ‘ weea ' “ 
. recent events there, bv which, we suppose, its politica tails wall ‘ N 
: be considerably atlected. It is to be had of Howe and Bates ery \ " ‘ \ 
In the season of tlowers a book of floral emblems comes pec , ~~ ’ 
liarly appro} t ind although many of these have reached us, vet : : ; \ ' A ! 
‘ q their beauty and elegance make them always welcome Thew are ; j ; : 7 tal M 
¢ all, we believe, of transatlantick orm, and Che Book of Flow “! - : / < : 
: 4 ers, or Gems of Flowers and Poetry,’ st] shed byw Carey ; ; 
: Leaa Blanchard, of Philadelphia. is a reprint of a London work » thks ¢ es aay 
: bv a lady Its nis clearly indicated by its tithe it « tains a - . , WwW —_ , ' . _ tii” - 
quantity of pretty ec sured engravings Of the ornaments ot the par aé P e « » 1 4 
terre and the conservatory, with all their philoso ind poetry. al ss . ecentiy . 
] strated by the sweetest etlusions whi have been dictated by t - nae P i oy 
pride of the garder and the glory of t I to sweetest poets Mr. We rin u " 
in the languaye It is neatly bound and g ed, and would make. 1 S. Fa . . , . 
we presume It ts ntended for, a aift On OF pace ¢ ’ N Fork - : : 
. af . S ‘N . 
I ot fourth volume ot the I ly Ma iZine I ; * s we t Fin U “ 
ved st month, and « ns Seve ‘ t tit sood od , . . " ii 
t i i mass ot st and pieasing or one \ i % ‘ ‘ 4 . 
‘ it can mterest, and cal ed u Vv every taste sas New-) \ eve 
st a we eg ‘ family \s s one of t es ' 5 iT 1 
ot the kind extar sO itis do diy the che < t s Ws We sta ‘ ‘ : F 
bv Redtield and Lindsay, of Chamber-street, one sh y No ‘ ew t ‘ " 4 ' 
family should be without this well-digested miscellany ents ‘ with is te editor, Mr. 'T eS. 1 . water 
i s f s FF , 


From the press of Carv, Lea and Blanchard, has issued a thick 


























octavo, whi purports to be a ** Discussion of vestio Is the : : 
Roman Catholick or Presbyterian Religion immical to civil or reli F — : we. 8 : ' atts » " 
ligious Liberty '! By the Rev. Messrs. Hughes and Breckenridge,” “ pial pe ise eer 
the former a Roman catholick prest, and the latter a presbyterar “% oe ; meres A ’ es ae : D : ‘ nea P . ' r z The An 
minister Those who wish to be acquainted with the somewhat. ieliuianiicn. iis alias Gain Gintih : ie Secon _ T 4 1 : , 
invidious question here promulgated, can satisfy themselves ad sa@ a - ean bat i I Mr. Fav w M ! ' . 1 . . 
tictatem in this polemick of tive hundred payes fee ent a \ sedi Ao avail encate f r aer American ria ‘ . Ss, we ' ' 
We have received the first number of the “ Western Literary , « d exclusively for the New-York M I f ‘ ‘ t tak cen 
Journal and Monthly Review,” published at Cineimnati, and edited . ' ‘ ernour of the st wt vkes a ws a 
by William D. Gallagher, late of the Cincinnati Merror This gen- West Point and tts essorves.— The —— aa enced at this . ' ; . , rececesa es 
tleman’s taste and talents are well known and appreciated, and his elightiul spot, a " a o> oe see WHER ERO enite OS . Pre . ' A Oe 
accession to the monthly literature of the country is a subject of 7 ory n the most ¢ une . spt ' ; aeares Eee . ' : ne 
gratification he number before us gives promise of the Wes/ern : 7 nie senna ae 672 a pict rian th , ang: : . — ‘ 9g . os 
Iaterary becoming very popular under his supervision and co- nee diet woe ee nae mie g eX ; per dency 
nine ‘ ‘ t 1 t ‘ sey 
Oparation ; comntiny which is elwars te be found there + aie » the netucst henation I oom hn —_ » story . ’ and an att ev 
The system of * Publick Instruction in Prussia,” is looked upon o¢ 6 gceneryv. and the great associations ssolubly connected with it. | w tely f ! Tex The attorney had an abdominal drops 
as the perfection of this most important feature of national strength. py its rocky fastnesses. and impregna heights, the patriot beholds the ar e doctor t sttorney with the first shot. 7 attorney got 
Its particular characteristicks may be learned from a lecture on the | rampart which was manned by brave hearts an 1 arms the most we ‘ w fast fre the one out atitude 





subject. read before the American Institute. by George S. Hillard, e¢jooms period of our national history; and which was, it may be said, the for an extra vary e-s-and the er out of equal gratitude for an extra 
Esq., of Boston, and published by Key and Biddle keystone of the glorious fabrick which now exists. Almost every foot of ordinary: 
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IF THOU HAST LOST A FRIEND. 


THE WORDS WRITTEN BY MISS BERTHA SOUTHEY—THE MUSICK COMPOSED BY B. HIME. 
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word, Go, 


2d—Oh! tell him, from thy thought 


The light of joy hat 


fled ;— 


That, in thy sad and silent breast, 


Thy lonely heart seems dead; 





cali him to 





thy heart a-gain; Let pride no more be heard! 


























] That mount and vale,—each path ye trod, 
| By morn or evening dim,— 
j Reproach you with their frowning gaze, 


And ask your soul for him. 


| Then, if thou‘st lost a friend, 
| By hard or hasty word, 
| Go,—call him to thy heart me 


Let pride no more be hea 





——EEEEee - a 
ORIGINAL MISCELLANY. 
LOVE I8 A HOLY THING 

Sweet Fanny, you were pretty once, 
Your eye was very blue, 

Your cheek had just enough of rose, 
Your lip enough of dew ; 

Your form was hke a faery’s, Fan, 
Too beautiful for words ; 

And when you spake, ‘twas sweeter than 
The melody of birds 


And Fanny, we were lovers once, 
Ah! those were funny days 
When but to make ve love me, Fan, 
I had so many ways 
When to my earnest suit delayed 
A thousand times and one, 
So condescendingly you said, 
At last your heart was won 


And Fanny, we were wedded onee, 
Ay! to my arms ye came, 

A wild and winsome creature, Fan, 
Poo beautiful to name 

And then, of al! thy charms possess’ 
Confidingly and tree, 

1, pillowed on thy gentle breast, 
Nid dream of heaven and thee. 

But Fanny you are ugly now, 
Your cheek hath lost its hue, 

And though your eye is gentle, Fan, 
It dinna look so blue ; 

Your form no more with grace accords, 
Your time to win is o'er, 

And when I hear thy musick words, 
Their musick charms no more 


Poor Fanny ! (for | sung this lay, 
Not meaning aught on earth 
Than just to give my faney play, 
And give my nonsense birth.) 
Poor Fanny turned away at this 
I saw the words were kept; 
And when I ask'd her for a kiss, 

She only sat and wept 


I saw—(I was myself in tears, 
And fast they fell and free ; 
And should | live a thousand years, 
The truth will present be—) 
I saw, an idle look can pain, 
An idle word can sting ; 
It struck me, and I've felt since then, 
Love is a holy thing. 


Cunpour.—The Count de Charolois, of the blood roval of France, 
was aman of infamous character, and committed more than one mur- 
der. When Louis the fifteenth pardoned him for one of these atroci- 


ties, he said to him: * [tell you fairly, cousin, that I will also pardon 


any man who murders you.” 
{ 





Books an» WomEN.—A good book and a good woman are excellent 
things for these who know how justly to appreciate their value. There 


ire men, however, who judge of both from the beauty of the covering 


ENGLISH CHARACTER.—It has been said that the Enghsh have to 


the full all the politeness that can make a nation brutes to the rest of 


the world 


Erigram.—An old gentleman of the name of Gowd married a girl 


of nineteen. He wrote a letter to a friend, informing him of the happy 
event, with this couplet 
* So you see, my dear friend, though eighty vears old, 
A girl of nineteen falls in love with old Gould.” 
He received a reply in these terms 
* A girl of nineteen mav love Gould, it is true , 


But, believe me, dear sir, it is Gold, without U." 


Tue untreo stares. —The illustrious Goethe, speaking of this 
country, says 

* America, thou hast it better 

Than our ancient hemisphere ; 


Thou hast no tailing castles, 

Nor basalt, as here 

Good luck wait on thy glorious spring ; 

And, when ti time thy poets sing, 

May some good genus guard them all 

From baron, robber, kmiht, and ghost traditional.” 


Meet him 


rs still a Frenchman, retaining 


FRENCHMEN A Frenchman is an animal sw generis 


Whenever, and wherever you may, he 
in all their vividness bis three master-qualities—vanity, gayety, and 
hatred to 

Mr. Rocers.—The 


It is equal to an annuity of two hundred pounds 


Shakspeare 


"leasures of Memory is published in a new 
edition every year 


per annum, as it brings in that sum ye arly to the author 


In London, all inventions for speed are to be sur- 


is advertised for exhibition m that eity, which is to 


Lo« OVOTIVES 
passed \ model 


indred miles an hour on a rail-road, without steam 


go one! 


A rest.—l never knew a person of strong talent who had small 
nostrils 
PRipe 
sooner blow up the fortress than capitulate 


tis a characteristick of this passion that it would always 








Scrvurvtosiry.—The gallant bishop of Beauvais was in arms at the 
great battle of Bovines, and distinguished himself mightily by his mar- 
vellous prowess. The venerable prelate fought with @ massive iron 
club, for he had a seruple of conscience about taking life by an effu- 


sion ot blood 


TRANSLATIONS.—A French poet, having lately undertaken the task 


of translating Shakspeare, made the following traductions 


** So dull, so dead in look, so wo begone”— 
Sa triste, allez-vous-en.” 


“Out, out, brief candle” 
** Sortez, sortez courte chandelle. 


Freeman's Journal wn Dublin was translated * Journal des hommes libres. 
The Comedy of * Love's last Shift,” was rendered * La derniere Chemise 
d’ Amour.” 

* Ancient Pistol” is called * 


Le vreur Pistol,” or aged 


ANImMALcuLe.—In speaking of Jerdan, the editor of the Lendon Li- 
terary Gazette, Lord Byron spoke of him, as * That aninalcule, the 


editor of the Laterary Gazette.” 


A COUNTRY-TOWN EVENING PARTY 


How social and pleasant, to meet in a room, 
Just fifteen by twelve, thirty-three of one’s tnends ! 
Dos-a-dos, vis-a-r1s, wodding ringlet and plume, 


With question and answer which no one attends 


“ How-d'ye-do '” and ** Good-by '" “ What a fright * What a beauty '* 


“That man is aninepin'” * That woman a bore '” 
* What are trumps '” 


* How she squalis'” ‘It is surely a duty, 
If people will sing '” $ 


* Pray attend to your score 


“What aheat'” “ Suffocation!” ‘* Do look at Miss Languish!” 
* Ma‘am, vou've undone me!” “ O, when did he die '” 
“Have you heard Master - * Just think of my anguish '” 
1] cannot just now!" * A piece of cream-pie '” 
Say not that such somrees pass idly away 
That they're wasteful of talents, of time, and of pence ; 
No scenes are so busy—no revels so gay 
Can be had, like all these, at such frifliag expense R. 
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